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I0NE RANGER 



Outlaws prey on 

frightened railroad laborers, 

until their grim business 

is uncovered by 

The Lone Ranger! 
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Enjoy your favorite DELL comic 

and this 

"KE" 
PUZZLE 



too! 



Yes I The "KE" Puzzle is FREE if you subscribe now lo your 
favorite DELL Comic. Doesn't cost any more either — only $1 .20 
for 12 fun-filled issues. And remember every issue comes to 
your home by mail. 

You'll enjoy the "KE" Puzzle too. Ploy il alone or with o 
friend. Each gome tests your skill, and mental ability. 

And that's not oil — if you send in your order right away, 
you con have your choice of a one year subscription (4 issues) 
to any of the titles listed in the FREE box on the coupon! 




CUT ALONG DOTTED L1NE- 

You will receive 12 issues for $1.20 whether the title you 

select is published monthly or bi-monthly, tf more than Maii J5f 

one title is ordered, be sure to send $1.20 for each title. 



□ Tom i Jerry 
LJ TV Funnies _ 

□ Nancy 



n LooneyTunes_ 
□ Little Lulu 



□ Bugs Bunny _ 

□ Tubby 



□ Roy Rogers 8, Trigger. 



□ Woody Woodpecker _ 



FREE 
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J Turok Son nt Stone 





□ ItttVlnriinn 






'□ Tweety % Sylvester 
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^W YOU'RE SLOWING UP 

■ THE WORK I I DON'T WANT 
j^K ANYONE TALKING TO MY 
g^ CREW DUPING WORK- ! 
^^^ ING TIME < NOW A 

^WmBSj^t- vamoose f^m 
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/ AND IF YOU DONT \^T 
I CLEAR OFF FAST, THtS t 
\ WILL SPEED yOU 

Gd|w^ ALONG 





PROP TOUR GUNS! WE'ffE 
HANDING YOU OVER TO THE 
NEAREST SHERIFF FOR 
EXTORTING iV\ON£y 

FROM THE TRACK j 






TONTO AND I ARE 
NOT LOOTERS, 
WE--- 




WE'VE BROUGHT SOME FAMILIES 
WITH US AS PROOF TO THE CHEYENNES' 
THAT WE'RE HERE TO STAY ! I PONT^, 
WANT THE LIKES OF YOU 
AROUND HERE EITHER! 
NOW, MOVE OFF/ 
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5 WONDERING 
HOW LONG THEY'D LET 
THE CAVALRY WORK ON 
THE FORT WITHOUT 
INTERRUPTION ! NOW 
WE'D BETTER ALERT 
THE COLONEL 






—-■*. /'"^YOU'RE RIGHT, ^\ 

Y DAN ! 8UT YOU ARE GOING 
-^. TO HELP ME BRING SOME- 
*>v ONE HERE TO SEE THE 
X CHEYENNES— SOMEONE 
E^-v \ WHOSE WORD THE 

JB-v > COLONEL CANT J 

& y DOUBT! jS 
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f well, if you wani :o 

I SEE SOME NOW, 
\COME WITH ME ! / 


\ I-I GUESS IT'LL 
/ BE OKAY FOR ME 
\ TO GO WITH YOU 
\ — JUST THIS 
\ONE TIME I* 
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THANK YOU, COLONEL! WHEN 
I HEARD "BOOTS AND SAPPLES V YES I DO 
SOUND, I KNEW you 
BELIEVED THAT J/M | 
SAW CHEYENNES J \ ALL UNPER 

ARMS 



BUT r HAVEN'T MUCH 

HOPE OF HOLPING BACK 

A BIG WAR PARTY — 

NOT WITH THE FORT 

LESS THAN HALF 

COMPLETED ! 




YOU'RE RIGHT, COLONEL ' 
THE FORT DOESN'T 
OFFER MUCH PROTECTION / 
YET I BUT IF I / 
OFFER A 




AT DAWN, THE CfJ£y€W£S St/p- ST£A17WIY 
TOWARD Wf AtMOST 0£PFfl/S£l.£SS &?&- — 





C£, A S£ FIRING f - ■ -THOSE 

cheyennes ahemt going 
interrupt our 
building again! and 
once the fort is 

REBUILT HERE, ir 
STAyS FOR KEEPS' 




Soon.,, funny, that masked 

., f , > MAN t ACCUSED OF 
\ BEING A LOOTER SAVED 
\ THE FORT ! AND I ' 
\ DON'T EVEN KNOW J, 
\^^ HIS NAME ! jffJ 


1 1 CO, PAP 1 

PAN TOLD ME 
J WHO HE 
'V IS— y 
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SCHOOLMARM 




From the window of the school the new 
school teacher could hear the children at 
play. The game was a familiar one, the 
sound of it caused Morf Baker to wrinkle 
his nose in distaste. 

"Bang! Bang!" called young Brace 
Shannon, the rancher's son, "I got you." 

"Got me?" came the indignant reply. 
"Why I hailed you before you even 
cleared leather with that slow cross-draw 
of yours." 

And Mori Baker knew exactly how the 
argument would end — as it always did 
with fourteen-year-old Brace Shannon lay- 
ing down the law. "Don't tell me about 
the cross-draw. The Cactus Kid used it and 
he was the fastest gunslick in this terri- 
tory." 

Thoughtfully the teacher watched his 
pupils fife in to their seats. The Cactus 
Kid — how that name seemed to haunt this 
territory! Even the children spoke the name 
in reverence. He'd have to talk to young 
Brace aboul this. The boy was the natural 
leader of the older youths and his opinion 
carried weight. 

It wasn't until after school that he wos 
able to draw the boy aside. 

"Brace, you know far too much about 
guns and gunhawks — and too little about 
schooling. The gunslinger is a memory of 
the past. This country will be built by 
peaceful citizens." 

The boy was defiant. "My Pa says it 
was guns that tamed the West. He even 
promised me a gun when I'm sixteen. 
Shucks, every grown man carries a Coit." 
He smiled slyly. "Except those storekeep- 
ers and schoolmarms." 

Flushing hotly Baker turned away from 



the boy. He'd have to try reaching him 
some other way. Maybe the sheriff could 
help. 

But the lawman had no solution. "The 
Cactus Kid, hey! He was the top gunhawk 
in these parts about fifteen years ago — 
before he was sent to the Pen. But he's al- 
ways been a legend in this town — -a leg- 
end thot kids worship." 

Suddenly the sheriff brightened. "Sup- 
posing I was to kind of hint around that 
you were the Cactus Kid? If Brace Shan- 
non was convinced you were once a top 
gun he might listen to you." The sheriff 
reached into his desk drawer and with- 
drew a hoistered revolver. "Here, take this 
gun. They say it once belonged to the 
Cactus Kid and — " 

It was at that moment that a fusilade of 
shots echoed down the main street of 
town, Abruptly, the sheriff charged out of 
the door, and just as suddenly he fell with 
a bullet in his shoulder. In front of the 
bank were three flint-eyed riders with 
gold-filled saddle-bags preparing for their 
getaway. 

It was then thot the "Schoolmarm" 
stepped into the street. A barrage of shots 
seemed to greet him. But his gun was blaz- 
ing — and with each shot another of the 
bandits tumbled from his saddle. 

It was afterward, when the smoke had 
cleared that Mort Baker heard the boyishly 
excited voice of Brace Shannon" at his 
shoulder. "Gosh, Mr. Baker, 1 saw the 
whole thing. Why, you were even faster 
than the Cactus Kid ever was, I'll bet." 

Brushing himself off Baker looked down 
at (he boy. "So you saw it all? Did you 
also see what happened to those three 
gunmen who held up the bank? That's why 
I say the gunslinger is a memory of the 
past — and no more." 

The boy looked up at him worshipfully. 
"I think 1 understand now, sir." And his 
eyes held a new respect for the "School- 
marm." 

From the door of his office the sheriff 
watched Mort Baker stride back to the 
school. 

"There was only one other man who 
could shoot like that," he mused. "But that 
was fifteen years ago ... I wonder?" 
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WHAT MAKES 
YOU SO CERTAIN 
THAT «f ROBBED 

YOUR EXPRESS 





Minutes latb#. 



THE MASKED MAN'S 
RIGHT! THERE'S NO 
MONEY ON THE WAGON 
BUT HE COULD HAVE 
PASSED IT ON TO 
SOME PALWAITII 
OUTSIDE OF 
TOWN ! 
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' WHERE ARE ALL THE OTHER PEOPLE, Igfj /YOUR PARENTS DIED IN THE 

grandfather: you alone r <f] / GREAT SICKNESS which swept 

WERE GUARDING f-7 "* OUR ^S) / OUR LAND USST YEAR? AND MOST 

PARENTS I OFTHOSE WHO DID NOT DIE ARE 

^ WHERE ARE THEY?] V NOW AWAY.MUNTING THE 
1 \. BUFF " " 





ANO HEHE LITTLE BUCK AND YOUNG HAWK SPEND THE WINTER WINTER'S BREAK-UP FINOS THEM OVER THE DIVIDE, 
—IN AN ELK-HIDE TEPEE .WITH NO ENO OF GOOD MEAT TO WITH THE HALF-FROZEN COLUMBIA IN SIGHTED THE 
KEEP THEM IN HEALTH.' . . _^_^__ SMELL OF SPRING IN THE AIR . 




BY THE TIME THE NEW CANOE IS FINISHED THE RIVER 
TEEMS WITH BIG SALMON FROM THE OCEAN. 
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_ 
DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 



WATER HANGS IN A BUFFALO POUCH. IN 
SUMMEP A SPRIG OF MINT IN Wf CONTAIN- 
ED GIVES THE DRINK A COOLING FRESHNESS. 




AN EASTERNER IS SURPRISED BY THE NEATNESS, COLOR 
AND CONVENIENCE OF AN INDIAN TEPEE. THEIR C. 
HAVE WOVEN WILLOW BACK RESTS WHICH, IN WINTER 
ARE DRAPED WITH BUFFALO SKINS FOR SNUS SEATS. 



Many tepees are lined to give better 
protection from heat and cold, tr keeps 
dew from forming inside ano is painted 
in bright designs. 




Northern Indians use sleeping bags, a few 
tribes build raised beos, but most 
on skins on the floo/?. 







7 F "" r '«S SHOES FO* c 

VAISEY-BRISTOL SHOE CO. monett, mo. 



BOYS! GIRLS! Enter KRAFT'S Naming Contest! 

V "^ — V 



SPECIALLY BUILT 




Actually moves-simulates climb, glide, roll! Holds crew of 4! """"" 




JUST NAME THE 
TRAINING SPACE SHIP! 
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TO HELP- YOU WIN 




FOLLOW THESE SIMPLE RULES 



I 

j KrBftSpacoShJp 
| Cliicagi, 77, Illinr 
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"RIGHT NOW, i/ov're probably asking yourself- 

What does a hot test pilot drink 
for a quick, refreshing lift ?" 




Pilot to ground crew: Take off for your nearest supply depot ond get a 
load of sparkling 7-Up. One bottle gives you new energy in just 2 to 
mutes. You'll feel strong as on eagle. As "Fresh up" Freddie always 
'Fresh up* with Seven-Up!" 



